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Africa has no mountains, in a manner of speaking. But Kilima
Njaro is 5000 feet higher than Mount Whitney, the highest peak
of the United States, excluding Alaska, and Ruweazori, just north
of the equator, is higher than Mont Blanc.
Then what is wrong with this continent: I don't know. Every-
thing is there, but the whole arrangement seems wrong. Even the
Nile, which at least flows into a sea of great commercial import-
ance, is hampered by its many cataracts. As for the Congo and the
Niger, they have no comfortable access to the sea, while the Zam-
besi starts where the Orange River should end, and the Orange
River ends where the Zambesi should start.
Modern science may eventually make the desert bear fruit and
drain the marshes. Modern science may find ways to care the
dysentery and the sleeping-sickness which have wiped out entire
countrysides in the Sudan and the Congo region, as modem
science has set us free from yellow fever and malaria. Modern
science may turn the high central and southern plateaux into a
replica of the French Provence or the Italian Riviera. But the
jungle is strong and persistent, and the jungle has a start of mil-
lions of years. Let modern science relax but for a moment and
the jungle and all its atrocities will be back at the white man's
throat and will throttle him, and it will breathe its poisonous
breath into his nostrils until he dies and is eaten by the hyenas
and the ants.
Perhaps it is the lighdess tropical forest which has put its dread-
ful stamp upon the whole African civilization. The desert may
be frightening but the shimmering dark forest is terrifying. It is
so full of life that it has become lifeless. The struggle for existence
must proceed quietly lest the hunter himself become the hunted.
And so day and night and night and day creation devours itself
beneath the high roof of the listless leaves. The most harmless
looking insect has the most deadly sting. The most beautiful
flower carries its secret burden of poison. Every horn and hoof
and beak and tooth is against every other horn and hoof and
beak and tooth. The pulse-beat of existence is accompanied by
the crunching of bones and the tearing asunder of soft brown
skins.